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twenty pair of cvmbals. Both were strong men, and both 
tugged for life o"r death, for they knew that, once down, 
the dagger of the uppermost would soon make its way 
where the sword had failed. Down they went at length, 
■with a sidelong flash in the sun, and a crush of plate and 
mail that senfthe sound of its heavy dint an arrow flight 
into the woods around. They, rolled and grappled for d. 
moment, and none could tell which was uppermost ; 
when, in the height of the struggle, Lord Thomas Fitz- 
gerald and his company galloped in upon the ground. 
Talbot had at last got the advantage, and planted his 
knee upon his prostrate adversary's breast, his dagger was 
out, and he was holding down Parez's right hand with his 
left, and calling on him to beg his life, while the other with 
the gauntlet of that hand which was at liberty, was shield- 
ing his throat where he expected the descending blow— 
" 'For shame, gentlemen, for shame 1 hold your hand, 
Sir John Talbot ! I am your general, and I command 
you, hold your hand !' cried Lord Thomas, as he leaped 
from the saddle, and seized the arm of the knight, whom 
he dragged bodily off his enemy. 

" ' My lord, this is my private quarrel; I will let no 
man stand between me and my just vengeance !' cried 
Talbot, fiercely, shaking himself free, and rushing .upon 
his antagonist again ; but Burnel, De La Hyde, and the 
rest came between, and held him back by main, force. 
Parez got up with a countenance black as night, the coid 
sweat standing in beads upon his forehead, and everyjoint 
trembling with rage and shame. * I. will be avenged yet 
— I will, by him that made us both 1' he exclaimed, and 
turned away. 

"Lord Thomas now addressed Talbot, 'Sir John, 
Sir John, what mean you by this conduct ? Are you 
weary of the service ? Would you return to your alle- 
giance? In God's name, say so at once, if you wish it j 
but baulk us not by seeming to be bur friend, and acting 
in such a time of need so like an enemy.' 

" ' My lord, I am not your enemy,' cried Talbot, ' but 
I had neither been a man or a Christian had I passed 
him that loved me as a father loves his son, and he pe- 
rishing upon the field where your lordship's, troops were 
already victorious., I drew this sword, "my lord, against 
King Henry for the sake of the father of my orphan 
childhood; for his sake I have borne the displeasure of 
the only other friend 1 ever had ; , of one who would have 
been a second father to me if my loyalty, to you had not 
rejected the bounties he would have poured upon me, 
and outraged the love and kindness that was already 
mine. My lord, that ill-requited friend lies yonder bleed, 
ing to death; his only child will soon be fatherless as 
she is motherless already—my lord and gentlemen, I am 
betrothed to Dudley's daughter, and I will not see him 
die deserted, though . I should lose my own life by. his 
side !' and he strode forward, to the spot, where Dudley 
lay, all yielding a passage, and many at the moment cry- 
ihg'that he was in the right. As, he knelt down again 
by the side of the dying man, the troopers tod captains 
who had beard him, drew back with compassionate delica- 
cy, and left them alone among the dead. 

" ' Master Dudley, will you give me, your forgiveness ?' 
said the knight, and took the merchant's cold hand in 
his.", 

" Dudley opened his eyes and looked mournfully upon 
him. ' I am going fast, Sir John,' he whispered faintly ; 
' I bear no anger, against any man.' 

"'Shall I call to them to send a priest,?' asked the 
knight, raising him hiajier in his arms. : 

" ' I am shrived— I die at peace with the world— I did 
not think yon loved me so well, Sir John,' said the old 
man, and uas silent. Talbot could not speak; but his tears 
it'll on the face of the dying merchant, as he lay in his arms 
quite still for about a minute. A' -last he sighed, deep- 
ly, and looked again in the face of his supporter,:, while 
his hand, cold as it, was, faintly returned the pressure. 
' Eljen, my child,' he murmured in a voice hardly andi- 
b\e, but Talbot bent over him and caugnt every Bound; 
'She has none now to protect her — take her — my; wealth 
is rn jewels— take all,: and may God bless you R' Tal-: 
bot's heart was in his throat; he could make no reply, and 
both were again silent, but tlm merchant with a last effort 



roused himself, and cried in a clear voice—My son, with 
the last breath I shall ever draw, I say, abandon this re. 
bellion— give it up whenever you can without dishonour 
and save the race of an honest man from shame !' He' 
fell back as he spoke, and after a feebly drawn sigh or 
two, expired. 

" Talbot laid him softly down, and called hi s men to 
bear the body to Kilmainham ; but De La Hyde, when he 
saw him rise, advanced, and taking; him by the hand, said 
' Talbot, time presses ; we can wait no longer. You are 
to return to Artane in company with Burnel. On my 
honour.I am sorry for this; but they all insist upon it 
and Lord Thomas has been forced to consent. Ah ! the 
brave old man, he's gone; but you may leave him with- 
out fear ; be shall have Christian burial ; I give you my 
hand upon it, he shall.' 

" ' De La Hyde, I thank thee ; I am content ; but for 
the others, I did not look for this at their hands.' 

" 'Parez's account of the affair has enraged them be- 
yond measure, and Travers is there denouncing heretics 
and. blasphemers; but they and Lord Thomas are now 
gone, and Burnel awaits you. Farewell, you have my 
word that I will see him cared for.' 

" Talbot wrung De La Hyde's hand,, and with a burst- 
ing heart, leaped upon his horse, and led his troop off the 
field. 

(To be continued.) 



A DEAF AND DUMB POET. 

Oue of the youngest American poets, James Nack, is 
deaf and dumb! This singular boy has a precocity that 
would be remarkable in a child who bad the full posses- 
sion of its powers. He lost the use of bis senses while an 
infant, and can of course have little of memory in his ideas 
of sound. When quite a lad he. published a volume call- 
ed " The Legend of the Rocks, and other Poems." The 
following, from a piece called '" The Minstrel Boy," though 
not the best specimen of his productions, is most inter- 
esting, from its allusion .to his misfortunes ;-— ; 

Amid a throng-in; deep attention bound, . 

To catch the accents that from others fall. 
The flow of eloquence, the heavenly seund 

Breathed from the soul of melody, while all 
Instructed or delighted, list around, 

Vacant unconsciousness must me enthral; .' 
I can but watch each animated face, 
And there attempt th' inspiring theme to trace. 

Unheard, unheeded are the lips by me, 
To others that unfold some heaven-born art, 

And melody— Oh, dearest melody 1 

How had thine accents, thrilling to, my heart, 
. Awaken'd all its strings to sympathy, 
Bidding, the spirit at thy magic start ! 

How had my" heart responsive to the strain, : 

Throbb'd in love's wild delight or soothing pain. 

In vain— alas, in vain ! thy numbers roll— -. 

Within my heart uo echo they inspire; 
Though form'd by nature in thy" sweet controul, 

To melt with tenderness, or glow with fire, 
Misfortune closed the portals ot the soul; 
: And till an Orpheus rise to sweep the lyre, 
Thatcan to animation kindle stone, 
■. To me thy thrilling, power must be unknown, . 
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